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Confrontation. 


Author's Notes: 
This didn't happen. Just was on my mind. 


Two stories in one day? Wowzal Enjoy. 


Stu hummed as he gently slid his brush down the canvas, leading a quite pleasing mark of red and yellow in the 


mix with all the dark colors. It gave off an image of childful nature. God, painting was such a release from him. 


Astrid and him had recently got into an argument about how he would go through life. Paint or be in the band. 
It was all too stressful that it sent him to his studio to free his mind. 


BANG BANG! 
Who the-? God, he could only hope it was the bloody mormons. Not who he thought it was. 


"STU-! OPEN UPI" 


Yep, John Lennon. The frontman of their little band. His personal best friend, but he voice didn't seem too 
happy. Stu slowly moved through the studio, dodging the rest of his still canvases, nearly knocking some onto 
the wooden floor. Hell, he couldn't tell if they were finished or not. 


Before he knew it he was at his flats front door step. Quite neat for a small apartment building for his 
earnings from the shows that the band did. Only for a small time, though. When Astrid wanted him back, he 


would go. 


He pulled the door back, revealing the four faces that he knew over the years. John, Paul, Pete, and George. 
That usually pleased face that they saw always had was gone, revealing a quite irritated and frustrated look. 
Even young George held one of his own, the bloke probably just wanted to play. Not waste his time. 


"The fuck did ya do to ‘er, Stu? She's all heartbroken because of ya" 


The words stung Stu like fire, his eyes darting down to John's boots, before the male's hand pulled them back 
to his own. He suddenly grabbed his collar, pushing him up against the wall. Extremely out of the ordinary for 
the young Lennon, but he did get this way with his aunt. 


"Welll? Ya gonna answer me or no-?!" 


Paul grasped the man's shoulder, slightly giving a sign for the ‘its over’ sign. Lennon let go, moving back to his 
band mates, Stu rubbing his red neck awkwardly, the sting of his knuckles leaving marks and skin irritation, "We 
fought. She doesn't want me in the band, she wants me to paint." Stu let on, before opening his mouth 
pridefully. 


"Besides, wot's it to you, Johnny boy?" 


"BECAUSE SHE LOVES YOU, MAN! ARE YOU DAFT?" John's voice boomed, Pete stifling a laugh, and moving away 


for a smoke, George and Paul soon followed. Not wanting to make the situation more awkward. 


"And before your mouth moves, | want you to choose your next few words carefully, you cunt. I'll pop those 
words right outta your mouth.’ Harsh words but John said it like it was true, which it was. Stu needed to 


reconcile with Astrid. 


"Listen, | love ya, Stu. | want you to be happy. Astrid needs you. You can't just move on from an angel like ‘er. 
Okay? Call ‘er. Have a cigarette. Play music. Just get in touch with her. Godspeed, Sutcliffe." He said, grasping 
Stu's head and placing a large kiss on the middle of his hair. 


And there they went. They were gone, leaving Stu in his doorway with tears in his eyes. He softly turned 
away, closing the large, white door. He quickly turned towards the phone, picking it up, and dialing a few 


numbers. Soon enough, a seemingly angelic voice said ‘Hello? on the other end. 


"Ey', Astrid. Listen, | love you, right? And you know that can't be bad, yeah?" 


